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The strength of a nation is marshalled into being by its story- 
tellers, poets, prophets and propogandists. The process may be 
long but the result is sure. The poet himself may not be able to 
measure the effect of his song, for the response in his own gener- 
ation is seldom adequate. But time is the ally of all good causes, 
and, in the appointed season, their seed must sprout. The printing 
of a book of the general character of these "New Songs of Zion", 
therefore, must belong in the first rank of practical measures. 

This collection of verse has not been gathered in this form on 
account of its merit as poetry or to parade what has been accom- 
plished in the indiscriminate field of general Jewish verse. These 
verses have been culled with an eye single to the aim of calling up 
to the reader the heroic image of the Jew struggling tp regain 
his place among the nations in order to be true to himself and 
keep faith with the world. 

The "New Songs" here offered are not complete. Neverthe- 
less, the collection is peculiarly valuable in that it represents an at- 
tempt to embody the aspirations of the Jewish National Movement 
as they have been expressed, chiefly, through the medium of 
latter-day verse, and is the most inclusive in this field that I have yet 
seen in the English language. 

In concluding this "Foreword" I have been asked to write, 
I can only add that it is my hope that the great waves of our nat- 
ional movement will carry the words of this book into the hearts 
of our people, and may not the answer to the call prove long in 
coming. 

Hyman Segal 
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ExtW 

The shout of the Carnival is heard without, 

The Chosen People hear it without, 

And they wander in the narrow streets, 

Behind their barred gate they wander, 

And longing cries to their hearts, Shall we over see the Day? 

And the young man looks up in the strange-lit sky, 

And he asks himself 

How long, O Lord! how long! 

And he wanders through the stifling street 

Till night drags him down in sleep. 

And the maiden listens wistfully to the rejoicing 

And she stands in the doorway and thinks 

How long! How long! 

And she turns back and sighs 

And prepares for the morrow. 

Hyman Segal 



FRIDAY EVENING 

Sarah, the Princess, at her door 
Stands basking in the lowered sun; 
The Sabbath light is on her face, 
Of many labors done. 

Her brow is lined with graven lines, 
A kerchief whitely round it tied ; 
Mother of mothers, tall and strong, 
Broad-hipped and tender-eyed! 

The tenements that teem with youth 
Resound with children of her Kin; 
But she stande silent,Sabbath-eyed, 
Her quiet soul within. 

Her sons are like the rocks of earth, 
So strong and terrible and mild, 
Because she taught them ancient prayers 
Too fearful for a child. 

Their tightened lips and dreaming eyes 
The promise of the Lord make sure, 
Because her sons are built like rocks 
That tremble, but endure. 

When after days of fruitless toil 
There comes the hope of Sabbath night, 
Their little room and scanty meal, 
She sanctifice with light. 

The sun has set; but in her eyes 
Are Sabbath stars that never cease. 
She goes to light her Sabbath lights 
And call her sons to peace. 

Jessie E. Sampter 



IN A RUSSIAN CORNFIELD 

No, not like a bird th?t escapes from its cage with a song, 
And not like a lion that leaps from the gloom of its lair, 

But more like a hound men have chained and tormented for long 
I slink from their sight, and depressed to the fields I repair. 

O'er valley and hill, yonder twinkle the white little houses 
Wherein they both slumber and waken in peace and content, 

They toil and they prosper, they receive the reward of their labor. 
I gaze from afar and my heart-strings with longing are rent 

I stand and I list to the voice of the Lord in the corn 

Why whispers the wind as though with a message 'twere 
fraught? 

And why do the ears wave their full golden hands in a dream, 
And why do the little blue flowers seem heavy with thought? 

I stand in the corn with the rustle of ears all about me, 
I feel like a skiff on the swell of a billowy sea — 

The trees of the forest are waving their boughs in the distance, 
Are the boughs full of secrets?. .. I stand and listen and see. .. 

I fall to the earth and I bury my head in her bosom, 
And pour out in tears all the pent, bitter grief at my heart — 

O earth, mother earth, to me, to me only, denying 
Thy bountiful gifts, why stand I thus shamed and apart? 

All silent, .the sun has dropped away down by the hill. 

Walled in on each way by the stalks, my way homeward I 
wend. 
The skies are light-blue overhead and all sunlit around me. 

The fields of the corn stretch away without limit or end. 

The wind is laid, all's still — the heavy, golden ears 

Stand bent and sunk in a dream as they stood ere the wind 
came by, 
But other winds in my breast have kindled a smouldering fire, 
And up through the flying ashes the flame burns fierce and 
high. 
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I stand and gaze at the field, the beautiful, mirthful, rustling — 
I feel how poor I am, there's a thought that eats at my brain ; 

Not I brake up the soil and strowed the seed in the furrows, 
Not I, not I shall garner the wealth of the ripened grain ! 

Not mine was the prayer to God for the warm and gentle showers 
Not mine the drops of sweat that fell from the toiler's brow, 

Not mine the joy of heart while the ears grew daily fuller, 
Not mine, not mine the song when they put in the sickle now ! 

And yet, And yet, for the sake of the land of our fathers 

Where, filled with a hope new-born, 
My brothers are binding their sheaves now with gladness, 

I love you, O' fields of corn ! 

From the Hebrew of H. N. Byalik by Helena Frank. 



JUDAS MACCABAEUS 

Victor of God ! O thou whose lamp of fame, 

Fed with the fire of immortality 

Doth spring triumphant "cross the glooming sea 
Of time ! Preserver of thy country's Name ! 
Judas, whose heart and arm were like a flame 

To burn and burst the bands of slavery, 

And rage about the witching upas tree, 
Of Grecian glamour and of Grecian shame ! 
Soul of th' undying dead ! Arize and hear 

The troublous cry of Israel that comes 

And quivers o'er his fathers' ancient tombs, 
And perishes in night of doubt and fear ! 
While East and West voice self-shaped destinies 

Come, great Deliverer, arise, arise ! 

H. Snowman 



DUMB 

The petals cling well together 

Round the rose, 
Like maidens that walk the heather, 

Nose to nose. 

The aspens dance well with glee, 

Their leaves still romp, 
But what do I hear and see 

In all this pomp? 

For, where are my people all 

From whom I come? 
I think that they everywhere call 

But I am dumb. 

I take no more joy in you, 

Oh living green! 
Nor you, peaceful sky of blue 

Who hang serene ! 

There is no more joy in song; 

Oh birds, be still! 
And yet, how the hills give tongue! — 

They have their will! 

Hyman Segal 



FROM THE HEIGHTS 



The prophets, my forefathers, despised your armaments, 

You low-struggling nations ! 
And since then, petitioned were you in vain with tears 

For love's sake and mercy! 

But I, from the terrific high heights of our own struggle, 

Look down, scanning your ramparts; 
Behold, I'll not beg, neither implore ; but with contempt 

Will I kill this war-fare ! 

Hyman Segal. 
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THE GHETTO-JEW 

I marked in the midst of the glittering throng 

A figure all bent and retreating; 

His raiment was shabby, and bearded his face, 

His gaze was bewildered and fleeting; 

And they whose drossiness glared through the gilt 

Guffawed a contemptuous greeting. 



Intently I peered in his time-lined face 

And read there his marvelous story: 

His brows were large with the wisdom of pain, 

His locks by afflction made hoary; 

A memory lurked [in the depth of his eyes, 

A prayer and a vision of glory. 



A mem'ry aglow with the splendors of old, 

A prayer of patience and yearning; 

And a vision of Home that gleamed in the dark 

Through ages of weary sojourning; 

Yet they of the gilded and glittering throng 

Had naught but derision and spurning! 



He folded a dream to his quivering heart 
And nursed it through vigils of ages; 
He gave it the blood of his life to absorb, 
Yet mockery now is his wages! 
Shall this be the word his story to close? 
A jeer be the last of its pages? 

Israel Goldberg 
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THE JEWISH MAY 

May has come from out the showers, 
Sun and splendour in her train. 
All the grasses and the flowers 
Waken up to life again. 
Once again the leaves do show, 
And the meadow-blossoms blow, 
Once again thro' hills and dales 
Ring the songs of nightingales. 

Who then, tell me, old and sad, 
Nears us with a heavy tread? 
See, he looks, and shakes his head. 
On the sward in verdure clad, 
Lonely is the strange new-comer, 
Wearily he walks and slow, — 
His sweet springtime and summer 
Faded long and long ago. 
Say, who is it yonder walks 
Past the hedge-rows decked anew 
While a fearsome spectre stalks 
By his side, the woodland thro'? 
Tis our ancient friend the Jew! 
No sweet fancies hover round him, 
Naught but terror and distress. 
While, revealed 
In wounds unhealed, 
Withered corpses;— old affections. 
Ghosts of former recollections, 
Buried youth and happiness. 

Brier and blossom bow to meet him 
In derision round his path ; 
Gloomily the hemlock greets him, 
And the crow screams out in wrath. 
Strange the birds, and strange the flowers, 
Strange the sunshine seems and dim, 
Folk on earth and heav'nly powers,— 
Lo, the May is strange to him. 

Little flowers, it were meeter 
If ye made not quite so bold : 
Sweet are ye, but oh, far sweeter 
Knew he in the days of old f 
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Oranges by thousands glowing 
Filled the groves on either hand, — 
All the plants were God's own sowing 
In his happy, far off land! 
Ask the cedars on the mountain ! 
Ask them for they know him well ! 
Myrtles green by Sharon's fountain 
In whose shade he loved to dwell ! 
Ask the Mount of Olives beauteous, — 
Ev'ry tree, by ev'ry stream! — 
One and all will answer duteous 
For the fair and ancient dream. 

O'er the desert and the pleasance 
Gales of Eden softly blew, 
And the Lord his loving Presence 
Evermore declared anew. 
Angel-children at their leisure 
Played in thousands round his tent, 
Countless thoughts of joy and pleasure 
God to his beloved sent. 
Gone that dream so fair and fleeting ! 
Yet behold : thou dream'st anew ! 
Hark ! a new May gives the greeting 
From afar. Dost hear it, Jew? 
Weep no more, altho with sorrows 
Wearied e'en to death : I see 
Happier years and brighter morrows 
Hear'st thou not the promise ring 
Dawning, oh my Jew, for thee ! 

Hark ! your olives shall be shaken, 
And your citrons and your limes 
Filled with fragrance, God shall waken, 
Lead you, as in olden times. 

In the pasture by the river 

Ye once more your flocks shall tend ; 

X* shall live, and live for ever, 

Happy lives that know no end. 

No more wand'ring, no more sadness ; 

Peace shall be your lot, and still 

Hero-hearts shall throb with gladness, 

'Neath Moriah's silent hill. 

Morris Rosenfeld 
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PASSOVER SONG 

The birds return through leagues of space, 
On barren trees the blossoms burn. 
Ye banished birds of Israel's race, 
Now call : Return, return I 

Two thousand years have Israel's sons 
Still prayed : "Next year— Jerusalem." 
The swallow flies, the beetle runs, 
For wish is deed with them. 

But Israel's children pray and sing, 

And fast and feast and pray again, 

And cry "O Lord we wait our king 

To ease our ancient pain." 

Throw off the cloaks in bondage worn 
That hide your garments kingly white, 
For you must go to-morrow morn 
Since this is Pesach night. 



Jessie E. Satnpter 



THE VISIONARY 



He does not feel the vulture stab his flesh, 
The serpent's fang is dull to him, 
His eyes have leapt beyond the thorny mesh 
That cramps and crushes limb to limb. 

Though poor he seems, he holds the world in debt; 
Though old he seems, he's now new-born, 
A thousand million suns in blood have set — 
But still on Zion breaks his morn I 

Ye nations, all your gold can buy is strife, 
Your battleships have death to give; 
And ye shall come to him and beg for life, 
For visions make the world to live. 

Jessie E. Satnpter. 
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AFTER BATTLE 

We have toiled O Lord, with our blood and might, 

And have offered a hymn to Thee ; 
And in pain and rags we have spent our light, 

And our nights in misery; 
We have dug the trench and built the site, 

That we might be near to Thee ; 
O Lord our God, we have spent our light 

In search of Thee.. 



Garish culture we spurned as we spurned all things 

That were not in the grace of Thee ; 
And we bowed not our heads nor our hearts to kings 

Who bore not the grace of Thee ; 
In the deep of night we have sung thy praise, 

Unperishing songs of Thee ; 
O Lord our God, we have spent our days 

In praise of Thee. 



We have kept our flesh from the urge of lust, 

That we might be clean with Thee ; 
We have starved our souls on a distant trust, 

That we might keep true to Thee ; 
We have fought, and many the odds have stood, 

We have fought all the world for Thee ; 
O Lord our God, we have spilled our blood 

For love of Thee. 



We have toiled, O Lord, with our blood and might, 

And have offered a hymn to Thee ; 
Yet our days were cursed with the gloom of night, 

And our nights with misery; 
We have kept the faith through the bitterest strife, 

Through the bitterest strife for Thee ; 
O Lord our God, take of our dust, 

Our faith in Thee. 

Samuel Roth 
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"FOR THEY WILL NOT BELIEVE ME" 

The prophet hesitates :— O God Almighty, 
Thou bid'st me go to Pithom and to Ramses, 
And bear Thy word to those who knead the clay, 
And with the clay have kneaded soul and body, 
That I should tell these poor degenerates, 

These slave-descended slaves, tad ye 

Of mighty ancestors with eagle eyes Than \ 

And shoulders broad, who strode o'er hill and dale With < 

The shepherd's crook in hand, tadli 

The hunter's bow, tad s 

(And God and man took pleasure in the sight). Nora 

Nay, 
Nor 

That I should speak to them and say : . <f Behold ! j or 

An end shall be to kneading of the clay, But 

To straw and bricks and whips VAi 
And slavish thanks for blows— 
To toil in Pithom and to rest in Goshen. 

For all of you are kings, Gc 

And sprung of priestly stock, Ai 

And every man of you 

As good as Pharaoh, ^ 
As good as Pharoah, 

And there ,beyond the desert, lies a kingdom, ] 
A happy kingdom that belongs to you ; 



That I should speak to them once more and say, 

"No master there nor overseer shall be, 

No rods to drive you when you faint with heat, 

No daily tale of bricks 

To pile with fingers bleeding from the scourge, 



I 
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For each shall be a master to himself 
And every man his self -driven slave, 



And yet more unremittingly shall toil 

Than when he kneaded Egypt's yellow clay. 

With empty entrails drain him night and day, 

And lips that crack with dryness, 

And see his wife and children pine and die, 

Nor ask for pity, 

Nay, nor will to ask, 

Nor look for wages worth the name, nor sigh 

For Goshen's seasoned fleshpots as of yore, 

But go where God commands, 

Where I, His prophet, leads." 



God, whither dost Thou send me? 

And who among the dwellers in the plain 

Of Goshen, Lord, will stand and lend an ear? 

Who barter his accustomed servitude, 

His wonted shrink and cringe of dog-like fear, 

For yonder shining vision, tissued all 

Of threads of light, a dream within a dream, 

For yonder kingdom beautiful that lies 

A thousand miles of desert land away? 

Translated by Helena Frank from Yehoash 
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THE CHOSEN 

My nomad soul is old — more old 

Than Sodom and Gomorroh are — 

Long-visioned in my dreams I hold 

The desert and the star. 

And lonely, like mine ancient race, 

Amid the multitude unknown, 

Afraid, I sought the Father's face, 

To hide from sin alone. 

But the Angel of the Lord was sent 

To scourge me with a stinging rod, 

With hail and flame, 

With fear and shame, 

He smote me with the wrath of God. 

I rushed from solitude. In fear 

I nestled from his lancing sword 

In arms that held me close and dear, 

And there I sought the Lord. 

For is not Love God's other name, 

And peace where two entwined forget 

In sanctioned ease and free from shame 

The struggle and the sweat? 

But the Angel of the Lord was sent 

To scourge me with a burning rod 

With hail and flame, 

With fear and shame, 

He smote me with the wrath of God. 

I threw my folded doors apart, 

I called the throng that cry their need, 

As gold I spent my brimming heart 

To clothe and heal and feed. 

I said: " For here is God indeed 

With gifts to those who prayed in vain." 

Their eyes were wide with lust and greed, 

Their chins were pinched with pain. 

And the Angel of the Lord was sent 

To scourge me with a biting rod, 

With hail and flame, 

With fear and shame 

He lashed me with the wrath of God. 
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He drives me with his lightning sword 

From peace and love and piteous crowd, 

To find the City of the Lord, 

And shout his name aloud. 

For there, from vale and barren peak, 

I prophesied in ancient days, 

And all the world that hears me speak 

Shall rise to sing His praise. 

For the Angel of the Lord is sent 

To save us with his patient rod, 

From shame and greed 

Our thirst for deed 

Will drive us to the wells of God. 



Jessie E. Sampler 



QUESTION 

Sparkling and happy all the day 

Are the field-daisies in bonnets of white ! 
They are eagerly sunning! 
Their gold-hearts are gay! 

Droning away upon his quest 

Speeds the bee, thrifty and sure of himself! 
In his masterly dunning 
He fills his behest! 

Clasping their hands around the sky 

All the clouds mutely look down from their height ; 
They have ceased from their running ; 
They pause and they spy. 

Where is the secret of the thing 
That my tongue cleaves to the roof of my mouth 
And my arm has no cunning? 

From whence does it spring? 

Hytnan Segal 
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TO THE GLORY OF JERUSALEM 

Beautiful height ! O joy ! The whole world's gladness ! 

O great King's city, mountain blest! 
My soul is yearning unto thee — is yearning 

From limits of the West. 



The torrents heave from depths of mine heart's passion, 

At memory of thine olden state : 
The glory of thee which was borne to exile, 
Thy dwelling desolate. 



Who shall grant me but to rise and reach thee, 

Flying on eagle's pinions fleet, 
That I may shed upon thy dust, beloved, 

Tears, till thy dust grow sweet? 



I seek thee, though thy King be no more in thee, 
Though where the balm hath been of old — 

Thy Gilead's balm — be poisonous adders lurking, 
Winged scorpions manifold. 



Is it not to thy stones I shall be tender? 

Shall I not kiss them verily? 
Shall not. the earth on my lips be sweeter 

Than honey — the earth of thee? 

Jehudah Halevy 
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BEFORE THE POGROM 

We have been deaf and blind, 

Deaf with music, blind with too much light. 

And shall we now be roused by bitter crying, 

The shrieks of horrid death, 

And see the glare of blood? 

Our brothers call and call us from the East, 
They cry to us who are the strong, the liberated : 
"Come, let us go together to the refuge of our land ! 
Now let us break the bonds of fear, of weakness, of derision 
Now let us go together to the land whence none shall drivt 
To God's stronghold." 

But we say : It is well with us, 

Speak not to us. 

We will send you crumbs to feed you, 

We will even call you brothers, 

But we dare not show our strength, 

Dare we rouse the snake, Oppression. 

He that sleeps a little while ? 

No, we have no land but his land, 

We are his little worms, and we must respect him. 

How can we move, or turn with hand or foot, 

Since we have found a spot without thorns ! 

Thus we speak to you, 

And now, our brothers,what will be your answer from the East? 
Bloodshed. 

What is the worth of protest, of signed petitions, of dollars? 

What do they bring? 

Bloodshed. 

Must one be a prophet to prophesy ? 
Must one have vision to see? 
The dead hear in their coffins, 
And the unborn hear in the womb, 
The crying of the blood. 

We are deaf ; we cannot heed the cry of longing : 
Only the cry of death will reach us, 
Of our brother's last gasp. 
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"Must I destroy again?" saith the Lord "Must I destroy to 

redeem?" 
Must we forever be driven by terror, 
We, the sons of a hope? 
Lord, do not strike, do not strike I 
My heart is breaking, my lips are crying. 
I will shout aloud, I will make my people hear 
They that are deaf with music, 
They that are blind with light. 
I will call them, I will cry to them I 
Only, d** not strike ! 

Jessie £. Sampter 



CONCERNING THOSE WHO AWAIT GOD IN A 

MIRACLE 

Hearken unto me, all ye who profess to serve me, Saith the Lord, 
For I have sent forth my prophets and ye have not listened, 
And unto my anointed ones have you turned the deaf ear: 
Who hath declared it unto you r 

That the Lord appeareth in a sign 
And redeemeth with a miracle? 

Behold, I am the ruler of the entire Universe ! 
And my daily converse is in the speeding of comets, 
And I languish in the heart of the thunderbolt! 
But unto Man appear I in the Spirit, 
And by that shall ye know me and serve me, 
Saith the Lord. 

And it shall come to pass that a fire will break out among my 

people, 
And it shall blazon out for them their true path, 
And that the faithful ones shall follow me. 

But upon those who will not believe will I vent my fierce wrath, 
And I will turn their prayer-shawls into sack-cloth 
And their prayer-books into ashes, 
And they will set up mourning because of their sin, 
Saith the Lord. 

Samuel Roth 
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THE STAR 

Lo, how you shot into the tender heaven ; 

How like a saving genius you appeared ! 

Like one to whom the mastery is given 

You came and shone and naught was to be feared! 

Your brilliance in the twilight was so frank 

My heart began to leap and to renew 

As it beheld you where the sun-king sank, 

Above his crimson, in the slender blue . . 

And now you glitter coldly in the night 

And few would know you from your sattelite ! 

I caught you ere you deftly slipped away, 

I came and saw you waiting here for me 

Like a shy girl upon her trysting day; 

I felt that you were sent that I should see . . . 

Surely you're sinking toward the mighty town, 

The city full of brazen-throated men 

From whence I've heard but echoes of renown 

With quaking strange, as at a lions den . . . 

Fade not, my star, there' ssomewhat I would say . . . 

Leave not the heavens empty, leaden, grey. 

We must have made appointment in my sleep, 
For else, how was it I arose at dawn, 
Lo, in the filmy morning did I creep 
And met you waiting like a distant faun? 
And you had mystic signs you wanted read, 
The charm was in the air, I know it, star ! 
Some mesage from my mighty fathers dead 
Who want fulfillment where they sleep afar — 
My life is somehow bound with theirs I know- 
Yes, yes, I'll take the high-way, I will go ! . . . 

Hyman Segal 
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THE BANNER OF THE JEW 

Wake, Israel, wake ! Recall to-day 

The glorious Maccabean rage, 

The sire heroic, hoary-gray, 

His five-fold lion lineage : 

The Wise, the Elect, the Help-of-God, 

The Burst-of-Spring, the Avenging Rod. 

From Mizpeh's mountain-ridge they saw 
Jerusalem's empty streets, her shrine 
Laid waste where Greeks profaned the Law 
With idol and with Pagan sign. 
Mourners in tattered black were there, 
With ashes sprinkled on their hair. 

Then from the stony peak there rang 
A blast to open the graves ; down poured 
The Maccabean clan, who sang 
Their battle-anthem to the Lord. 
Five heroes lead, and following, see, 
Ten thousand rush to victory ! 

Oh! for Jerusalem's trumpet now, 
To blow a blast of shattering power, 
To wake the sleepers high and low, 
And rouse them to the urgent hour! 
No hand for vengeance — but to save, 
A million naked swords should wave. 

Oh ! deem not dead that martial fire, 
Say not the mystic flame is spent ! 
With Moses' law and David lyre, 
Your ancient strength remains unbent. 
Let but an Ezra rise anew, 
To lift the banner of the Jew ! 

A rag, a mock at first — ere long, 

When men have bled and women wept, 

To guard its precious folds from wrong, 

Even they who shrunk, even they who slept, 

Shall leap to bless it and to save. 

Strike ! for the brave revere the brave ! 

Emma Lazarus 
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WANDERING 

Little man of sorrows, whither would you wander? 

Whither from this sunny isle with step so firm and bold? 
"I am going to the City to hear the Word of God, 
My glory is to tread the soil on which my Fathers trod ; 
I am going to the City to hear the Word of God." 



Little man of sorrows, whither would you wander? 

Is thy quest a fairer heaven or a flower of brighter hue? 
I am going to the City wherein my people strive." 

To share their wounds and fight their foes, encourage and 
revive ; 
I am going to the City wherein my people strive. 1 
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Little man of sorrows, whither would you wander, 

When the Sun is in thy zenith here, and Hope so golden too? 
"I am going to the City to share my people's pain, 
To prove with deeds of daring that their struggle is not 
vain; 
I am going to the City to share my people's pain." 



Little man of sorrows, whither would you wander? 

Whither from this sunny isle with step so firm and bold? 

"I am going to the country where my Fathers ruled of old ; 

My quest is not a fairer sky, nor a Sun of white and gold ; 
I am going to the country where my Fathers ruled of old." 

Samuel Roth 
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THE WARNING 

111 at ease, 

I wandered in the stillness of the woods, 
Breaking the vinous growths which clasped my feet 
In their imploring tendrils on the ground ; 
Further and further from the Pleasure-House 
Where Beauty, well-beloved, and I were dwelling, 
I pushed my way, persistant, musing deeply; 
And a locust sang thro the woods. 

On and on, 

Thro all the mystic, trackless whispering, 
The stange commotion of the mighty trees, 
The baffling life which circled round my form, 
The knowledge uttered round my stupid feet-* 
Was that a face I saw there? surely not — 
Thro all some thing escaped me all the time 
(And a locust sang thro the woods). 

As I went, 

I found myself ail-suddenly amazed, 
Looking upon a clearing full of light; 
There was a skurrying of many forms 
As, furious,! sprang into the midst; 
And one eluded not my eager hand; 
I caught him by his wet and hairy throat 
(And the locust hushed in the woods). 

"Satyr, speak !" 

He struggled fiercely but my hand was tight ; 

He tried to answer and the blood and spit 

Rushed out upon my arm from nose and throat ; 

I loosened grip upon the filthy being — 

He was a satyr, I could see it plainly — 

But still he spat and choked but would not speak 

(And the locust hushed in the woods). 
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"You can speak/' 

I cried, "and you shall never leave my hand 

And be among your fellows, save you do !" 

His bat-like eyes stuck out in agony, 

He grasped and twitched his goat-like, pointed ears, 

And soon gasped out, "Wait— hold — Iconoclast, 

I'll tell thee all if thou wilt let me go !" 

(And the locust hushed in the woods). 



And he grinned, 

"You're in The Country of the Fallen Gods— 
The gods your idol-hating sires struck down ! 
Here came we all of us and hid us here, 
Go, hasten, publish it and arm your people — 
Our glorious dwelling comes again on earth! 
(And the sound murmured thro the woods). 
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And I said, 

"Unclean one, who is Beauty, what is she?" 
And as he wriggled from my grasp, he squealed, 
"She is our chief purveyor, mighty one ! 
Has she not tied you hand and foot? Ay, you? 
Hamshakled head to heel lies all your nation !" 
He said and grimaced, frollicking away 
(And the locust sang thro the woods). 

Then I saw, 

Those idols were not wooden, that they lived, 
That those were living things my fathers fought, 
And they were come again, and I was warned ; 
And as I hastened, musing, back again, 
There followed fauns and satyrs mimicking 
Who round me hopped ; but my resolve was made 
(And the locust ceased from the woods.) 

Hyman Segal 
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SAND AND STARS 

The full moon is shining, the stars gleam resplendent, 
The night wings o'er mountain and vale ; 

The Book of our people lies open before me, 

I read and re-read the old tale. 



I read and re-read those words dear and holy, 
A voice seems to speak within me : 

"Thy people shall be like the stars in the heavens, 
Like sand on the shores of the sea." 



Dear Lord of the World, your sacred commandments 

No power may ever displace ; 
Your will is fulfilled the Universe over, 

Each thing has its time and its place. 



And one has already seen light of fulfillment, 

I see it, I know it, alas ! 
Lo, we have become like the sand which is strewen 

'Neath the feet of all those who pass. 

True, Lord, like sand and like stones are we scattered, 
The victims of scorn and the merciless sword ; 

But the stars which you promised — all clear and resplendent, 
The stars — the stars! where are they, O Lord? 

From S. Frug by Samuel Roth 
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SHALOME 

The fields are vile with crimson, 

The crash of war is loud 

With greed and hate the learned great 

Before their Lord are proud 

Jerusalem is mourning, 

Her patient stones are dumb ; 

Her watchers wait on wall and gate 

Until her sons shall come. 

Throw wide her courts to freedom, 
Make clean her streets for peace, 
That East and West within her breast 
Their wrangling lust may cease. 
On foot and steed and camel 
As Turk and Christian roam, 
The prophet's ass they meet, and pass 
The greeting word "Shalome." 

Acquainted long with sorrows, 

He comes from every land, 

A man akin to tears and sin, 

Whose heart can understand. 

He comes to keep his Sabbaths 

Where nations buy and sell, 

And East and West shall find their rest 

Beside his bounteous well. 



Jessie E. Sampter 
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THE JEWISH STRUGGLE 

Come, you gold-braided generals and admirals, 
Who told you blood is the sign of struggle? 
Who told you struggle must mean destruction ! 
Who told you stragglers wear uniforms? 
Who told you battles are fought by you? 

Come, you bold commanders, skilled in war, 
And I will show you a well-planned struggle, 
The most astounding earth has seen, 
Making your shining brigades look foolish, 
And your smart cavalcades a derision! 

Come, put your heads together, 
Look in thro the broken window-frame, 
Crowd around the low-thatched house ; 
What do you see? 

Only a hoary old man, 

Reading with his sorrow-shaded eyes 

In a mouldy, time-worn book, 

Before two candles. 

Hyman Segal 
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Farewell, O Prince, farewell O sorely tried ! 

You dreamed a dream and you have paid the cost: 

To save a people leaders must be lost, 

By foe and followers be crucified, 

Yet 'tis your body only that has died, 

The noblest soul in Judah is not dust 

But fire that works in every vein and must 

Re-shape our life, re-kindling Israel's pride. 

So we behold the captain of our strife 

Triumphant in the moment of eclipse ; 

Death has but fixed him in immortal life, 

His flag uphold, his trumpet at his lips, 

And while we, wepeing, rend our garment's hem, 

"Next year," we cry, "next year Jerusalem." 

Israel Zangwill 
30 



THE CITY OF SLAUGHTER 

Prom steel and iron—- cold and hard and dumb- 
Forge thou for thee a heart, O man and come ! 
Come, follow me into the dreadful town, 
And with thine own eyes see 
And with thine own hands feel 
On hedge and post, on gate and wall, 
On city-pavements, and from all the boards 
The black-hardened blood, the very marrow 
That from thy brethren's heads and necks did gush. 
And wander then amidst the ruins 
Through broken walls and crooked doors 
Past shattered stoves, and half-burnt bricks, 
Where yesternight the fire and axe and iron 
Upon this bloody revel a wild-dance played; 
Through broken roofs and ancient garrets creep 
And into all the gloomy corners peep— 
For these are wounds, open, black, and dumb, 
That wait no more for healing in this world — 
And wend thy way through streets with feathers flooded 
And bathe thee in a stream, a white stream, 
White from the bloody sweat of tortured bodies. 

Nervously you wander through the ruins, 

Brass, silver, fur, silk, sacred leaves, 

Torn, ripped into a million pieces ! 

Pieces of sacred parchment, pure, white folds of your soul, 

See, see how they entwine about your feet, 

Kissing your step from out of the filthy mud, 

And from your very shoes the dust they wipe. 

You flee? Wouldst flee into the light? 
Rim, run! the very heavens mark your flight! 
With spears the sun will pierce your eyes, 
Acacias in green and white enrobed 
Will poison you with smell of blood and buds, 
And pour upon your head the flowers and feathers ! 
And from the midway and with merry glance 
A thousand grasses on your mad wonder dance ! 
Behold, your God with mild hand doth bring 
A two-fold blessing, Massacre and Spring ! 
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The garden bloomed, the sun in brilliance shone, 

And butcher stabbed each innocent one. 

The knife gleamed bright and from the wound, 

The blood and gold did flow. 

You flee ? Wouldst hide ? In vain ! 

Here is a mound of mud ! 

Two were beheaded here: a Jew and his dog 

One axe did yesterday behead them here, 

To-day a swine did drag them to this spot 

And in their mixed blood smacked his lips, 

Hush ! To-morrow will a fresh rain come 

And sweep the blood into the drain 

That it might cease to cry to heaven from the mud. 

Perhaps it hath already sunk into the deep, 

And calmly like to-day and yesterday 

His splendor not diminished in the least 

The sun will rise to-morrow in the East, 

A sun of white and gold with radiant smile 

For all the earth as though nought hath occurred! 

Then, terror-striken, wild, you creep into a garret, 

Remainest standing in the dark alone ; 

Dost feel? Death sweeps about your head his terror, 

And fans the atmosphere with cold, black wings 

And lifts each single hair upon thy head. 

And here and there from all the dreary corners, 

See eyes, sad eyes, dumb eyes are gazing 

There gaze the souls of all the martyred, 

The woe-begotten friendless souls, 

That gathered have within these dreary corners, 

Crowded, terror-striken, silent 

Upon this spot the dreadful steel had found them, 
And so they came to gaze upon it, 
For the last time within their painful orbs 
To seal the drear and dreadful recollection, 
The terror of their wild and fearful end ! 
And trembling, like speechless men in slaughter, 
They crowd into this spot together 
And gaze upon you with dumb, wild eyes 
Which question you in language dumb 
And argue silently the old, old plea 
That never yet has reached the heights of heaven, 
And never will the heights of heaven reach : 
WHY, WHY, and yet again, WHY? 
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You turn your head away — there is no sky, 
A roof, a dumb hard roof of blackened tiles, 
There hangs a spider, ask the spider, he 
Did see it all, he was himself a witness, 
A living witness within this garret. 

Then let him tell— he'll tell you all the stories 

The story of the belly stuffed with feathers, 
Of nostrils and of nails, of heads and hammers, 
And many many more such fearful tales 

That sink like lead into your soul and kill it 

And stifling down the sob within your throat, 
You hasten down and run about the streets, 
And unashamed the sun pours down his bounty. ■ 
Before each door step, door his golden brilliance, 

And flings his gold before a horde of swine ! 

You leave the light, back to the gloom ! But hush ! 
Yet some one else is with you in the dark, 
With eyes shut tight he wanders in the gloom, 
Crushed is his mind beneath a sea of woe ; 
Two bony hands into the drear he reaches, 
From his lone form dumb agony doth flow; 

He feels the darkness with his sightless fingers 

He does not seek an outlet for his sorrow— 

Tis he, 'tis he himself the pain-spirit, 

Who freely shut himself within this prison, 

And mercilessly hath condemned his soul 

To bear eternal, endless, silent sorrows ! 

And somewhere, in this darkness, 'round you both, 

Foresaken, winging restlessly about you, 

And cannot find a corner where to rest in, 

My weary, death-weary, black SHECHIN A ! 

Heart-rending ! she would weep, but cannot, 

O to emit a single shriek ! she cannot. 

She choketh back her tears in bitter silence, 

And spreads her dreary wings o'er all the martyred 

And bending low her head she walketh 

Weeping silently, endlessly weeping 

Hush, go thou softly now and shut the door, 

And eye to eye remain with it alone, 

And let its burning wrongs and aching griefs 

Forever interpenetrate thy soul, 

When all within thee's died away to silence, 
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Go, touch its wounds, and they will live and speak. 

Then bear its woes' remembrance in thy breast 

To all the confines of the whole wide world, 

And seek a name for them and find it never ! 

Now wander out of town when no one sees, 

Into the graveyard wend your silent way, 

And on the green graves of the martyred stand 

And let your lashes fall e'en as you gaze, 

And turn to stone ! 

And should your heart within you pine for tears 

Dry as a stone upon the desert is your eye ; 

And you shall want to scream, tear out the graves — 

Yet quiet like those tomb-stones shall you stand. 

Gaze well upon them — these are the martyred, 

Even they who lay about like slaughtered calves ; 

You who like me have not a tear for them 

I have come unto you, lifeless bones, 

To plead from you forgiveness — O forgive me ! 

Forgive your God, you that are shamed forever ! 

For your bitter darkened lives forgive me, 

And for your tenfold bitter death. 

When you will come to-morrow to my door 

And knock and beg for payment 

I will ope my door — come see — I have nothing 

A fallen prince am I — like you I'm fallen, 

And woe and woe and woe are all my worlds ! 

And may the seven heavens sigh their pity, 

Such sacrafices, useless sacrafices, 

Lives lived in vain, and dreadful deaths in vain 

Not knowing to what end, why, or for whom? 

Her head enwrapped in clouds, forever shall 

My old Shechinah wail her silent shame ; 

And night after night will I descend from heaven, 

Pour out my bitter heart upon your graves 

The shame is great, but greater still the pain — 
And what is greater? say thou this Ben Adam! 
No, rather be thou silent, a speechless witness 
That thou hast found me in this wretchedness 
And witnessed well my loneliness and sorrow 
And going back to take thou with thee, Ben Adam, 
Some portion of my deeply hidden sorrow 
And mingle it with bitterness and wrath 
And on the bosoms of the living corpses cast it. 
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Wouldst thou return? Before your eyes, young grass, 

A sweet, fresh blessing of the Spring, you see ; 

It fills your heart and moves your very eyes 

To prayer-for a new and freer life. 

T is graveyard-grass, it smells of death, Ben Adam ! 

Tear out a clump of grass, fling it away, 

And, shutting tight your sore eyes, say : 

My people is plucked grass : and dare we hope 

That that which has been plucked may live? 

And look no more round you-flee thou to where 

Those who live still in anguished prayer 

Look toward the sky with grieved deep sunken eyes. 

And drown within their sea of burning tears... 

Dost hear? .Prayers, wild, fearful prayers 

Through open mouths and gritted teeth 

Into a thousand living pieces tear themselves, 

And mix and melt into one mass together, 

In one perplexing, murmer terrible 
That like a fevered body tosses in the air, 
O'er faces which grim suffering deformed .... 
An icy chill possessseth then your flesh! 
Only a people that is lost prays thus, 
Whose soul is smoke and ashes, 
Whose heart a desert hath become, 
Without a blade of hope-no hope of revenge ! 
They beat their breasts, they cry "Oshamni" now ; 
They plead with me that I forgive their sins ! 
Can then a shadow on a wall trespass? 
A broken reed? A dead worm? 

Why do they plead? Why reach they out their arms? 
Where is the clenched fist? The awful peal of thunder 
That should avenge for all the generations 
And devastate the world, tear down the heavens, 
And shatter my throne into a million bits? 

Ben Adam, hear, 
Their prayers cry to me : 
"Rise, God, for the slaughtered innocent, 
For the martyred rise and for the faithful aged, 
For the poor sucklings, for the little children !" 
But though you tremble with their mighty trembling 
In my presence you shall not cry your pain, 
A roar of rage shall rise within your bosom, 
But I will choke it in your very teeth ! 
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You shall not dare to weaken this misfortune ! 

Unwept shall it remain for generations ! 

And in your own self bury thou your tear, 

Within your heart build thou a fort around it, 

From hate and gall and mighty anger build it, 

And let there grow a snake within, 

Of this unwept tear let it take its sucking, 

And forever thirsty and hungry thou remain ! 

And when the dreadful Day of Judgement cometh, 

Break thou your heart and free this angry snake, 

And like a poisened arrow let her loose, 

Dead-hungry with consuming poisen armed, 

Into the very heart of your own People ! 

To-morrow go into the street, Ben Adam, 

And see . .A market with living broken- ware ! 

Men like worms, beaten, crushed, half-dead, 

Broken and twisted backs, 

Skin and bones, wrapped in rags, 

With children, dark-forlorn, 

And bony women, weary unto death, 

Crowd around the doorsteps of the houses, 

And, beggar-learned, reach out their hands, 

Crooked hands on which the wounds are bare, 

And each of them cries out his ragged wares, 

Looking at the shining windows meekly, 

Like slaves, like soulless, cringing, beaten slaves ! 

Back to the graveyard with your bags, you beggars ! 

Go there, dig up the white bones, 

From out the green graves of the recent martyred. 

Fill then your bags with these until they're full, 

And wander then into the world, and drag thee 

From town to town and where there is a fair, 

And 'neath the lofty windows of the strangers, 

Sing ye your f ev'rish beggars songs 

Beg pity, cheat, as until now ye've done, 

Your livelihood with your own flesh and bones ! 

And now enough, flee O man forever! 
Into the wilderness and go mad ! 
Into a thousand pieces tear your soul, 
Your heart cast out for all the forest-beasts ! 
The burning stones shall hiss beneath your tears ! 
Your cry the raging tempest shall consume ! 

Translated from C. N. Byalik by Samuel Roth 
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THE PROPHECY OF FULFILLMENT 

; By Hyman Segal 

i. 

THE PROPHETS VISION 

And after. these things 

When the Lord had appeared to me in Pain and Struggle, 

I stood alone within the desert 

And the stillness was tremendous; 

And my soul declined within me. 

And there, as I stood, 

On the desert unrolled itself an old parchment, 

An ancient covenant unrolled ; 

And there called a voice and named me, 

And I whispered, "Lord, here am I." 

And then cried the Voice, 
Son of Man, speak, what dost thou see? 
And I said, "Lord, a covenant." 
Behold ! said the Voice, I kept it ! 
Ay, but doeth so my people ? 

Go, therefore, to them; 
In my Name shalt thou speak and say, 
The hollow of mine hand hath kept them, 
Thro the storm I kept them safely ; 
Shall they not fulfill my message ? 

And falteringly 

I said, "Lord, I am weak ; and faith has evanished." 

And loudly answered me the Voice, 

In Pain and in Struggle I sought thee 

That thou bring that faith to mankind ! 

Go, therefore, in haste, 

For the Land languisheth without its own People, 

And man without his ancient faith ! 

And lo, I awoke that instant ; 

And my struggle lay before me. 
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BEFORE THE GREAT CITY 

Listen, O imperious City ! 

For the Lord God who sent me is not less imperious ; 

And he waits for his answer. 

Save I was sent, I could not have come ; 
Wherefore, then, do you raise the brow of surprise 
And question me with strange looks? 

For as the Lord was, so he remains ; 

And at his own appointed time 

He speaks thro his appointed prophets. 

Here have I come in your midst, 

Even in the thick of your thunderous traffic, 

In the presence of your mighty skyscrapers ! 

The voice of my mission shall pierce this multitudinous din, 
And mingle with the hydraulic rattling against the steel girders, 
And be not lost among the tumult of your swift cars. 

It shall find you out where you are barricaded 
In your improved modern dwellings of marble, 
Where you thought the Lord shut out, at last ! 

It shall seek you out in your busy offices, 
In the huge cafes swarming with diners, 
Ay, and in the numerous teeming tenements ! 

It shall pierce thro it all from end to end ! — 
Till the business of my master is heard 
And his message fulfilled ! 
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DECLARATION 

This is the God of your fathers, my people, 

And the Law by which you suffered and struggled ! 

Will you not rise up, 

Will you not arise for its vindication, 

Like a sudden burst of song, 

Like a glad-pealing hymn, 

Like an advancing torch in a dark wilderness, 

Like an aroused people? 

For the mouth of the Lord hath declared it ; 

He hath smitten his thunderous palms together 

And the noise of resolve hath rushed thro the heavens! 

I am fulfillment! saith the Lord God. 

Therefore, rise up! rise up! 

You shall issue forth, oh my people! 

You shall send a current of faith thro the world 

And establish hope like a mountain, 

And glory, so that the blind shall be aware ! 



THE JEW 

I see a huge bent figure struggling onward in the night, 

Leaving fast-filling footprints of dusky blood, 

Leaving clots of heavy blood oozing in every footprint. 

Here and there he leaves pools of blood, 

Every land has its portion of his blood. 

And the dusky shadow of Death follows him, 

The great Shade follows the Struggler fixedly, 

But from decade to decade he struggles on, 

From generation to generation he baffles Death, 

He holds it at a distance 

From generation to generation! 

Behold, this is you, my people! 
This is yourself! 

And you shall continue in the night, 
You shall not be quit of Death till the end, 
Till you make the circuit of the earth, 
Till you reach your own holy mountains ! 
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Then shall you stop and wheel, 

Then shall you suddenly turn round, 

And from your rags shall you draw your tender-sharp sword. 

And, while your nakedness gleam lite a jewel in the sun, 

You shall flash your sword upon Death ; 

Thro his neck like you strike, 

And your blow be but one I 

And, you shall lift up the head of Death before the Nations 

crying, 
"Behold, O nations, the thing you dreaded!" • 

THE LONG NIGHT 

Why was this time-disgrunting struggle! 
The longest of all times or places! 
The most protracted and best-fought! 
Why was it? 

Oh how mistaken were you in the Lord ! 
For it was for a white bolt of revelation; 
For a shock of conviction to man; 
For a blaze of glory in fulfillment! 

Behold, the feverish long night is thinning out; 
Lo, a shaft of light is piercing the darkness! 
Come, my sallow-faced children, saith the Lord, 
Come, and usher in the dawn you awaited, 
For the days of your longing are full 
And your reward is before you! 

The Lord has torn the clouds of resistance asunder, 
And shall not the birds of his bosom rush thro? 
That you may pass, he will lift mountains like turnips 
And breathe upon the sea with crystal bridges of safety ; 
For the two thousand years of pain are gathered up, 
And inevitable is their fulfillment ! 



THE RETURN 



Come, hasten, for around your holy mountain many are waiting 
And the world languishes! 
Like a cold blast in the night 
Sounds the hollow voice of unbelief, 

And there's an alarm to drown the voices of your prophets, 
And a skurrying to make void your law! 
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Come, you shall say to the fallen, Spring up ! 

To the discouraged, Pooh, you've just begun! 

And to the Suicide, Stay your hand! 

And tho they hearkened to none, they shall to you ; 

For your words shall have the balm of pain-knowledge, 

And your judgment the prestige of struggle fulfilled. 

And to the vanquished people you. shall say, Yield not! 

struggle on! 
And to the striken nation, Comfort you, my sister! 
And your perfect faith shall plunge through the world, 
Like a lion in his youth; 

And the word of hope shall go forth from your midst 
Like a ship with h^r sails full. 



COME, MY PEOPLE. 



Come, my people, come ! 

I shall not hiss like a strangely fallen star, 

Like an extinguishing star in a sea of indifference ! 

Not like a sleeping villiage shall you be, 

Nor I like a howling dog on its outskirts! 

Come up like a mighty people, 

For the period of your inhibition is over 

And your winter is done! 

Come, your young men dream dreams 

And your old men see visions! 

For a famine has come upon the land ; 

Not a famine for bread, nor a thirst for water 

But a hunger for the word of the Lord; 

Ay, and for a deed of the Lord! 

For the heart of man has become like a burnt city, 

And his hope, like a fallen tree ! 

Two thousand years have you been a rock, 

A wall justifying God to man ; 

Now shall you clinch the matter! 

You shall show the efficacy of your great longing 

And of all human longing ! 

You shall prove the immortality of your struggle 

And of all human struggle ! 

And an exulting faith shall stream thro the world ! 
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THE WORK OF GOD 

Come ! only a People, and a People's deed of faith 

Can do the work of the Lord ! 

For what can this world's devices offer to man, 

If life itself is unjustified canker 

And a dreadful void is in every heart? 

These brave sciences, arts and devices ! 

What can they do but stand and stammer and fumble 

Like a thief caught in his shame ! 

Wherefore, look not to the right neither to the left, 

For there are none to take your place ! 

But from your pampered attachments disentangle, 

From your comfits and littlenesses step forth ! 

For woe to you if the Lord call and you answer not ! 

Where, then, shall you hurry your shame? 

For earth shall have no pit to bury it, 

Neither the sea water enough to cover it ! 

SIGNS 

For who am I, that I should speak thus, 

That I should be compelled to utter these things, 

Save it proceedeth from the Lord? 

For, wherever I fled, his secret voice echoed, 

His reverberating message followed; 

In the restless rustling of the leaves it followed me, 

In the grimaces of the clouds it was not absent, 

In the ravings of the cities I heard it, 

In the desert of my solitude it accompanied me, 

In your own faces I saw it plainly, 

In the listlessness of your youth, 

In the haggard faces of your old men, 

In the mighty lines of their unconquerably patient faces, 

Everywhere I beheld it plainly, 

And the Lord spoke to me continually! 



THE MESSAGE 



Marvelous is the love of parents for children ; 
Marvelous ! 

Yet it is thus they extend their own struggle ; 
Even thus. 
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For the Lord has devised no way of being true to others 
Save thro being true to yourself 1 
How, then, can you keep faith with the world 
And be false to yourself? 

Wherefore, I have brought you message, 
For the mouth of the Lord hath declared it I 
His thunderf ul voice hath uttered it ! 
"To your holy mountain, my Chosen People !" 

Therefore, naught shall avail 

But this deed of faith must be accomplished, 

And the struggle which your fathers before you shirked not 

Must have its inevitable fulfillment! 



THE CALL OF THE COVENANT 

Go, plead before the world ! 

Beg for a respite ! 

Show them your palms of innocence ! 

Press your favors in money! 

But you shall offer your heavy donations in vain ! 

Your criminal statistics shall not avail you! 

Your records shall afford no harbor! 

And your weakly-creditable acts only provoke sneers ! 

For what partnership is this you would make with praise and 

adulation, 
Whose convenant is with the Lord? 
Are you a clown to grimace for applause 
Or a performer to bow for hand-clappings? 

No, my People, there are no melting-pots for you, 

No pleasant rendezvous, 

No cozy-corner in easy insignificance ! 

The Lord God is against you on this proposition ! 
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THE GREATER TASK 

Behold, you have acquitted yourself honorably in the marts 

And in the daily struggles of business ; 

And your advertisements are eloquent with struggle 

And you have hung them in the proud streets of the cities 

So that he who runs may read ; 

And all this is not accounted to your discredit by the Lord, 

For it has its time and its place. 

But behold, there is a richer item of business before you, 

A greater and more wonderful task, 

A heavier responsibility to God and to man I 

For, to what end has the Lord kept you safely in the hollow of 

his hand 
And borne you triumphantly thro fire and sword? 
Is it to establish a counting-house? 
Or hope and faith in the hearts of men? 



THE CALL 

O mine own People 1 

What can you bring in the face of bloodshed? 

Is it not a greater struggle? 

And what will you teach in the presence of death? 

Shall it not be faith? 

And what can you show before the eye of despair? 

Is it not Fulfillment ! 

Rise up, oh my People ! 

For the Lord has not forgotten his troth ! 

He has not said to the patent nostrum, Go bring faith, 

Nor to the new machine, Be my Chosen ! 

But now, more than ever and ever before, 

He looks about for his valiant People, 

His voice peals for his Appointed 1 
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REWARD 

Come, O my People of the congested tenements, 

You beloved of the Lord, 

Think you God has quite forgotten you? 

You long-suffering matrons, toiling to rear glorious children! 

You grave heads-of-f amilies, weighed with trouble ! 

You maidens pining secretly in you windows with no power to 

speak, 
Yet briskly meeting the issues of the next morning ! 
You eager, restless youths parching for fulfillment ! 
Think you the Lord has altogether forgotten you? 

For the Lord purposes divine things concerning you ! 

And even in your hopeless sweatshops, 

In your rude, crowded, meaningless streets, 

In your murky quarters, dark as despair, 

A white light beats upon all your movements ! 

For your pain is sacred unto the Lord ! 

You shall take up his shining standard 

And fulfill him in an astonishment of brightness 

And in a trail of glory ! 

For, of old time, O my People, 

When you feasted, who went hungry ! 

And when you built, who was not enriched ! 

And now, when you arise and fulfill, 

Who shall go empty? 

For, you shall make holy for all men 

Their daily commonplace rushes and struggles, 

And a sacred significance shall attend all strivings 

And the work of all hands shall be called Holy War ! 



THE PROPHETS SKILLFUL .IN NOT OFFENDING 

Who hath required this degradation at your hands, 

That you be pref ormers and virtuosi 

And prophets skillful in not offending, 

And become the high-priests of foolish fashions 

And the amen-sayers of pleasure, 

And prattle of the arts as of God? 
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For the Lord has chosen you to be his peculiar People, 

From the midst of the nations has he chosen you 

To drive faith in Pain-Struggle, the hard-to-accept! 

For the Law of the Lord is a law of fire, 

Great and terrible, 

And out of his hand none can deliver! 

What of the lazy looks of the easy livers I 

And the gay screams of the joy-riders ! 

For a secret little canker is busy at their heart-strings 

And these many inventions avail not ! 

For there is no peace save the only Peace, 

The Peace thro faith ! 

Wherefore, issue forth like your fathers before you 

To answer the call of the Lord; 

Issue forth like a tongue of flame, 

Like a long-separated lover to meet his beloved, 

Like the eager lightning to dart thro the clouds, 

Like an exiled People returning home ! 



THE EYES OF THE LORD 



Behold, the eyes of the Lord are rays 

To scour the world for his Chosen ; 

Who shall escape his vision? 

No, there is no escape. 

Hide and your sin shall hide with you ; 

Bury your thoughts in sleep — and you shall dream; 

Drink, and it shall all be dregs ! 

Daggers shall fall from the lips of your uncriticising friends, 

And from the mouths of your flippant children, arrows ! 

Yea, for the holy command unfulfilled ! 

For the task of faith avoided ! 

For the glory sold for a pot of lentils 1 

For the patting of satisfied bellies ! 

Behold, in the thick of your pleasures, 
When you think you have buried the Past 
And fully settled with Pain, 

Lo, then the shadow of the unfulfilled shall come upon you, 
And your misery be as a ruler I 

47 



For the Lord takes no delight in vanity 

And the grunts of satiety he respects not. 

Tho your women leave trails of perfume behind them, 

And your aping young men preen themselves with good looks, 

Yet, shall the glory of the Lord turn from this 

And ye be left naked upon a rock. 



THE YOUNGER RACES 



Lo, the young races now look around for new knowledge ; 
The water you gave, it was good ; 

But lo! it has dried up, 'tis vanished now! 
They furtively crawl to the pestilent marsh 
Unto the old-ruling vile gods 
Which you tumbled down ! 

• 

Get you upon your high mountain, my people ! 
The time which was coming has come! 

(Give up, O North, and keep not back, O South !) 
The live red coal has been pressed to your lips ; 
Now ye know pain, prophesy now, 
Get ye up again ! 



THE CALL TO BATTLE 

Up, and take your station, my people, 
Brace yourself for the shock of combat ; 
For the struggle is become your struggle, 
The battle has rolled round to you, again, 
And the burden worthy of your strength ; 
Up ! for there are none to take your place ! 

The thick dust rolls on and away, 

The issues unfold themselves clearly, 

The gods have risen against you again, 

The bacchantes have kicked up their skirts, 

They march forth to do battle 

And their armor gleams with surprise ! 
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The prestige of their arts is great, 

And their insolence grows ; 

In their train are the old abominations, 

The mad pleasure-seeking and callousness, 

The burlesquers, dancers and prize-fighters, 

The sensual singers and performers ! 

The tumult of pictures and statues is here again, 

The babel of many tongues and advices, 

The multitude of "laws," each one a god, 

The open worship of war, 

The secret faith in ultimate sin, 

And the old, old despair is come again I 

Up ! oh my People ! — roll this in the dust ! 

For the kismet-ridden East waits for a champion, 

And the restless West for a new saviour ! 

Therefore, let the word go forth for deliverance, my People, 

And the cry for accomplishment ring outl 

I am Fulfillment! saith the Lord God. 

Hyman Segal 



BEZALEL 

Bezalel, filled with wisdom to design, 

Stones, precious wood, rich-embroidered fabrics, gold, 

Fed not the few with cunning manifold 

Nor empty loveliness ; his art divine 

Set up a tabarnacle as a sign 

Of oneness for a rabble many-souled 

So that each span of desert should behold 

A nomad people with a stead fast shrine. 

But we, its sons, who wander in the dark, 
Footsore, far-scattered, growing less and less, 
What whiteness glooms our brotherhood to mark, 
What promised land our journey's and to bless 1 
We are, unless we build some shrine or ark, 
A dying rabble in a wilderness. 

Israel ZangwiU 
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NEW MEETING 

Behold, when the old man came up, I saw him ; 

He was glorious-browed! 
His raiment was fragrant with springtime, 

Like a dove was his beard. 

His shoulders were stooped like the modest mountains 

Lest they brush with the stars ; 
And from their long pockets his eyes 

Gazed like vigil-set lamps. 

I trembled and rose, I ran forth to meet him ; 

We embraced, we embraced; 
"My son, I was waiting for you 

Tho you did not f orsee I 

"When you were but young I was ever with you, 

In your musings was 1 1 
Are you not aware 1 was with you 

In the heat of your thoughts? 

"Behold, now my tree is in fragrant blossom 

And its fruit is relief; 
Because of the charm you have broken 

Now the waters are loosed. 

"My name has been Peace and they had no knowledge ; 

But your sign shall be deeds ; 
No more on my name shall they call ; 

Yours the vigil shall be. 

"'And now, be you called after me, Fulfillment ; 

Go, my son, and fulfill." 
He bent and he kissed and embraced me ; 

And I opened mine eyes. 

Hyman Segal 
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THE VOYAGE TO PALESTINE 



I've forgotten all my loved ones, 
Left the house which I possessed ; 

Unto thee O Sea, I give me, 
Bear me to the mother's breast. 

Thou, behind my ship, brave West Wind, 

Drive it to the other shore 
Which my heart with eagle's pinions 

Seeks and seeks forevermore. 

Bring me there in peace and quiet, 

Then return thy way sedate, 
And embrace my dear ones for me, 

And to each my bliss relate. 



II 

Moody hath become the ocean, 
Frowning darkly, deep he growls; 

Suddenly his anger burst forth, 
Now he rolleth and he howls. 

See there speeding swift to meet me, 
Wildly-lashing, foaming-mad, 

Waves like lions, waves like serpants, 
In the dreary darkness clad. 

Here a deep abyss has opened, 
Up leap mountains, what a throng ! 

Flutter sail and bend thee mast-tree, 
Thou my heart art calm and strong ; 

Hast a mighty God in heaven, 
Oceans split at his command, 

On his wings and with his tempests 
Bears us to the loved land. 
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Ill 

Silvered with the shimmering moonlight, 

Wide rippleth the water-mirror ; 
The night hath donned her samite-blue wings, 

Spreading out, she draweth nearer. 

Tis not a night but Sheba's queen, 
Blue-draped and decked in golden splendor ; 

Softly she breathes and on her breast 
Shimmer the spangles, shining tender. 

Like sheep outspread, the tiny waves 

In easy slumber rolling lie: 
Within the sea the stars all tremble. 

Which is the sea and which the sky? 

Here, 'neath me, side by side, like brothers, 

Together sleep two peaceful seas ; 
One sea between them cannot slumber — 

My heart with its new melodies. 

From Jehuda Halevi by Samuel Roth 



THE ZIONIST CONGRESS 

Where wait the soldiers of the Lord 

That smote in olden days? 

Where stands in song his shining horde 

That chant and shout his praise? 

They long are laid with flame and sword, 

Their corpses strew the ways. 

A hundred gods of brass and gold 

Sit high with icy hands. 

And those that praised his name of old 

Lie slain in many lands I 

Their bones arise and join : Behold, 

The host of Israel stands! 
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Does Israel's heart such silence keep, 

It seems a stony crust, 

And covered with the dust? 

No, 'tis a dragon fast asleep, 

An ancient sword to flash and leap 

From Scabbard's rust! 



Jessie E. Sampter 



IN THE LAND OF OUR FATHERS 

Blue are the skies in the land of our fathers — 

A blue of the beauteous sheen; 
Through the clear of the air on the farthest horizon 

The mountains of Judah are seen. 

Broad are the dales in the land of our fathers, 

Sweet with the fragrance of flowers ; 
Fair-smelling groves where the almond-trees murmer — 

Vistas of grape-girded bowers. 

High are the hills in the land of our fathers 

To reach to the vaulting sky ; 
Israelites, sturdily tilling and reaping, 

Are chanting their carols nearby. 

Bright gleams the moon in the land of our fathers, 

Aglint on the evening-dew, — 
Through myraid stars the queen of the even 

Sails on the sea of blue. 

Fair are the babes in the land of our fathers, 

Comely and gladsome and gay; — 
Godly the words of the songs they are singing — 

Sweet cherubs of innocence they. 

From the Hebrew of K. L. Sill man 
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ON TO THE EAST 

L 

Your loins let girt be, 

Your staff in hand hold; 
Upon your shoulders now fling ye , 

Your treasures and gold. 
In the Lord hope, and pleading. 

His counsel implore. 
Your band He'll be leading, . 

To Canaan's Eastern shore!. 

II. 
There in the land of our sires 

We never shall fear 
The lash which hatred inspires 

In evil men here. 
We, too, will the sword don, 

And the foe bravely breast, 
Up, brethren ! and lead on 

To our land in the East I 

III. 
With joy we'll our land till, 

Her clods melt with caresses, 
With plenty our stores fill, 

With old wine our presses. 
We'll be gleeful and care-free, 

Our souls within will rejoice, 
Up, brethren! why pause ye? 

On to Jerusalem, our choice ! 

IV. 

On Moriah's high mountain, 

We'll our banner outspread, 
We'll drink from God's fountain, 

Our ranks He will head ! 
From the City's high tower 

The Lord's standard will wave, 
Brethren, up! summon power, 

On to Zion — be brave ! 

From the Hebrew of N. H. Imber 

by Rebecca Altman 
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THE PROMISED LAND 

O little Land of lapping seas, 

Of vineyards, vales and hills, 

Of tender rains and rainbow plains, 

Of deserts and of rills; 

little Land of mounting crags, 
Of lonely height and deep, 

A world away thy children stray 
And long and wait and weep. 

Refrain : 
From Egypt's flesh-pots, Lord of wrath, 
With mighty outstretched hand, 
Through seas and mountains cleave our path; 
Oh Lord redeem our Land! 

1 know the golden oranges 
Englobed beneath the moon, 

The sky that spills 'twixt seas and hills 
Its shining draught of noon, 
The vines that bind our holy hills 
With grapes like jewels set, 
The silver green of olive sheen — 
Oh, can my soul forget! 

O little Land of holy men, 

Of fearless dream and deed, 

From clime to clime the storms of time, 

Have strown thy hardy seed; 

And fearless still, and holy still, 

We sang through hate and shame, 

With faith we fought, with deed and thought, 

And God's enduring name. 

My heart is singing like a bird 

Of home that still may be, 

And joys I dared to leave, and spared, 

Hold out their arms to me. 

We cannot sleep in cushioned ease, 

Nor yield to martial will, 

But we must hear God's trumpet clear 

Sound peace upon His Hill. 

Jessie E. Sampter 
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MOSHIACH 

There are those who are weary for death, 
There are those who are thirsting for life. — 
As for us, give us strength, give us breath 
For the chance of the strife! 

Does the wrist tremble weak with the sword? 
Are we few at the breach in the wall? 
Give us strength, give us courage, O Lord, 
Though we stand, though we fall! 

Shall we doze till Moshiach has come, 
Shall we rest till our children are gray, 
Shall we wait for a guide and a drum 
When our hearts beat the way? 

Shall we bathe in the comfort of tears, 
Shall we sleep in the ease of regret, 
Shall we thrive in our doubts and our fears, 
Shall we rot — and forget? 

It is true, for a marvel we wait, 
For Moshiach we cry in our need 
When the crash of the tempest is great 
And we break as a reed. 

For could less than a miracle save? 
And could less than a giant prevail? 
Is the leader we loved in his grave? 
Did he shudder and pale? 

Even we that are weak, shall we stand? 
Can we match him in muscle and brain? 
Lo, we rise to the voice of command, 
And the speaker is slain! 
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We are crushed by the sounds of a word, 
We are broken by rumors and news; 
Yet we rise to the message he heard, 
And the vision pursues. 

Yet we rise and we stumble and lead. 
There are always a few in the rift. 
And our need is our strength, for the need 
Is the pledge of the gift. 

With the passion of deed in our prayer, 
And the passion of prayer in our deed, 
We shall conquer the sloth of despair 
In our desperate need. 

Shall we cry to the Lord, that he save? 
Shall we plead that he spare with his hand? 
Yet he takes but the weapons he gave, 
And his own is the Land. 

Can we measure the flaw in the lute? 
Can we reckon the gain and the cost? 
Do we think when our prophets are mute 
That the Word has been lost? 

With our eyes on the height of our hill, 
With our heart to the ultimate task, 
We shall serve with a resolute will 
And with nothing to ask. 

Though the leader be hid from our eyes, 
Though the voice of command may be dumb; 
We shall fight, we shall fall, we shall rise, 
And Moshiach will come. 

Jessie E. Satnpter 
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PALESTINE 



Oh ! hallowed land of mighty deed, 

Palestine, my Palestine ; 
That heroes oft from tyrants freed, 

Palestine, my Palestine ; 
Where fought the Maccabaean breed, 
Where great Bar Kochba's heart did bleed, 
Prepare to greet your Chosen Seed, 

Palestine, my Palestine ! 

II 

They smote your heart with iron hand, 

Palestine, my Palestine; 
They hurled at you the blazing brand, 

Palestine, my Palestine; 
Where rose your fanes, they left but sand, 
And waste they laid your lovely strand, 
Your sons they drove a captive band, 

Palestine, my Palestine! 

» 

III 

Your skies gaze down in purest blue, 

Palestine, my Palestine; 
And bathe your peaks in brilliant hue, 

Palestine, my Palestine; 
Your dancing waves bring tidings true, 

Your cedars tall the tale renew 
Your children come again to you, 

Palestine, my Palestine t 

IV 

Oh land where David reared his throne, 

Palestine, my Palestine; 
Where first the seed of Truth was sown, 

Palestine, my Palestine ; 
Oh ! land where the Glory of God has shone. 
Resume the role you once have known ! 
Prepare to welcome back your own, 

Palestine, my Palestine! 

Israel Goldberg 
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ZIONIST MARCHING SONG 

Like the crash of the thunder 

Which splitteth asunder 

The flame of the cloud, 

On our ears ever falling, 

A voice is heard calling 

From Zion aloud : 

"Let your spirit's desires, 

For the land of your sires, 

Eternally burn. 

From the foe to deliver 

Our own holy river, 

To Jordan return." 

Where the soft-flowing stream 

Murmurs low, as in dream, 

There set we our watch. 

Our watchword, 'The sword 

Of our land and our Lord — " 

By the Jordon there set we our watch, 

II. 

Rest in peace, loved land, 

For we rest not, but stand, 

Off shaken our sloth. 

When the bolts of war rattle 

To shirk not the battle, 

We make thee our oath. 

As we hope for a heaven, 

Thy chains shall be riven ; 

Shine ensign unfurled. 

And in pride of our race, 

We will fearlessly face 

The might of the world. 

When our trumpet is blown, 

And our standard is flown, 

Then set we our watch. 

Our watchword, <4 The sword 

Of our land and our Lord — " 

By Jordan, then, set we our watch. 

(From the Hebrew of C. N. Irnber, by Israel Zangwill.) 
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THE LAST WORD 

The Lord hath sent me here to you, 
For he hath seen that you are few ; 
His eyes have seen your sad decay, 
How fast you aged from day to day; 
The hand of vengeance did relent, 
The eye of Justice softer grew, 
Repenting of his stern intent, 
The Lord hath brought me here to you. 

Thus spake the Lord unto me : Lo, 
This burden I no more can bear ; 
Wring from their heart a groan of woe, 
Force also from their eye a tear ; 
And heavy be the tear and bitter, 
And thunderous their final groan, 
That earth shall shake, and at her quake 
The evil pow'rs be overthrown. 

Obedient, I rose and went, 
My path was strewn with many stones ; 
One thought, one feeling urged me on, 
And deeply burned within my bones: 
That you by brutish beasts were rent 
With no one to relieve your groans. 
I went to help you to be freed, 
I thought you were in fearful need ; 
The Lord hath burdened me with heart 
Which unto others' torture turneth, 
That suffers for another's smart,. 
In everyone's Gehanna burnetii! 

I heard you were consumed with fear, 

And thought you knew and trembling, stayed, 

Waiting, choking with your tear, 

And pleading consolation, aid. 

My thoughts, my footsteps lead to you, 

I come, I go your wounds to heal, 

And I will suffer, bleed with you, 

My pain shall equal you ordeal! 

And where there's need my tongue shall lick 

The blood which from your wounds doth flow; 

I'll wake the strong, revive the sick, 

Your bondage and your chains shall go. 

I come, I go ! Be you at rest, 
A hope of vengeance I bear ; 
From God with spirit I am blest, 
You shall not fall in your despair! 
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With strength my frame the Lord hath fired 

Which uproots hills and is not tired ; 

A tongue the Lord hath given me, 

Like a razor-edge and free ; 

If you are stone then it is iron, 

If you are iron it is steel, 

I'll come and show my face, and lo, 

Together you will rise with zeal! 

And now before your door I stand ; 
My language from my lips has fled ; 
The night hath touched me with its hand, 
My light, my spark is cold and dead ! 
For when I came you did deride, 
And I was met with scorn and shame, 
The hand of God is thrust aside, 
And ridiculed the Sacred Name! 

I have no further words for you, 
The word of God is dead to you ; 
I spoke a word — as though the wind 
Had borne it off that word did pass ; 
Another word I spoke — it fell 
Like a dew-drop on the grass. 
But oh, the grass did turn, be'ng dry, 
To ashes as though from a spark. 
Then uttered I a bitter cry 
That like a bullet made its mark, 
And like the thunder crashed its way 
Upon that splendid summer day 
Into your hearts — and did not fail. 
And then broke from your lips a wail, 
And then your tear rolled from your eye ! 
But woe is me ! your tears are false ! 
Who will believe your weeping — who? 
Not God, not I, not even you ! 

In filth I crept to you again, 

Once more to waken you I thought; 

I wrung my hands for you in pain, 

And aid from you for you I sought. 

But no one comes to help, not one ! 
And I am all alone, alone ! 
My pleas and prayers you deride, 
And I am met with scorn and shame ; 
The hand of God is thrust aside, 
And ridiculed the Sacred Name ! 

And now, unfortunate ones, hear ! 
No consolation more I bear ! 
I have a word, a fearful word, 
And you will tremble when 'tis heard; 
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T will darken in your soul the light, 
Grim bitterness, your heart shall blight ; 
And poisoned shall your mouthful be, 
And bitter shall it make your bread, 
So great will be your misery 
You will be envious of the dead ! 
No vengeance more shall you console, 
I have already burnt my soul ! 
My compact with you I have torn, 
My efforts drowned are, in the flood ; 
I'll vent on you my gall and scorn , 
I will bespatter you with blood i 

Thus spake the Lord unto me then, 
Shed thou the final tear of woe. 
And for the last time groan again 
That vale and hill shall tremble low ; 
Embitter then thy mouth and say: 
Here, deaf ones, hear t 

There comes a day, 
I will let out a sun of right, 
With light the world will I replenish! 
You will remain in gloomy night, 
For you each ray of light will vanish ! 
And blind with sons and daughters you 
Will wander poisoned hither, thither; 
And while the world is glad and gay 
Your heart shall pine for a single ray, 
But you shall beg and weep and wither I 

Behold, new treasures, life and strength, 

And seas of joy to them I'll give ; 

Your springs shall reek and dry at length, 

A thousand deaths you'll die yet live ! 

And dry with sons and daughters you 

Will knock from door to door and plead 

With face to earth on bended knee, 

And with parched throat you'll cry your need ; 

Where'er you come shall you be mocked , 

The springs of life shall you find locked. 

Behold, I send a spirit mild, 
Which dew-like shall refresh the wild, 
To newer heavens light the way; 
As dry as chaff shall you be ; you 
Shall not be bathed in heaven's dew, 
You shall sink deeper in decay. 
And if from other days remain 
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In you a trace of true belief. 
An earnest tear, a sigh of grief, 
This too from you shall soon be ta'en ; 
You shall be empty, and in vain 
Shall be your prayers for relief! 

Into confusion you'll be hurled, 
And you shall wander unappeased ; 
Aye, strangers in another's world, 
A beggar at a glorious feast. 
On foreign thresholds you will stand, 
Reveal your wounds unto their sight, 
Extend a feeble, trembling hand, 
But no one shall condole your plight ; 
And you will beg in beggar tongue, 
You, your wives, and all your young. 

Unbearable your life shall be, 
An endless night without a star ; 
The wind shall bear your misery, 
God shall spurn you from afar; 
And fearful shall your plight become, 
As great and awful as your sin ; 
And you shall pine that death may come, 
And lonesome shall you be for life, 
But neither may you ever win! 

Your soul shall suffer fearfully 
That even your own. heart shall be 
Unwilling your tongue to believe; 
You shall attempt once more to rise, 

Just draw a breath, but you shall grieve 

That even this the Lord denies! 

The grave which you encompasseth 

Within its dungeon-depths alive 

A fiery Gehanna is 

To which no end will e'er arrive, 

But a Gehanna without death ! 

The Lord commands me : 

Get thee down 
Unto the potter and buy a pot, 
Which *f ore the eyes of all the town 

Break thou, and cry aloud that all 

Who hear thee shall be thunder-striken : 

"Thus," saith the Lord, "shall you be broken! 

And speak no more, nor moan nor sigh ; 

Bend low thine head, emit no cry: 

THE DAY IS NIGH ! THE DAY IS NIGH !" 

From C. N. Byalik by Samuel Roth 
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EDITOR'S NOTE 

I take this opportunity to express my gratitude to the editors 
of the various periodicals who have permitted me to reprint some 
of the poems in this collection. Particularly do I want to thank my 
friends Hyman Segal, Charles Cowen, and Sundel Doniger, who 
have supplied me with material and, by encouraging my labors, 
helped me in the best possible manner. All of Miss Sampter's 
poems in this collection appeared originally in the Maccabean. 
The two poems of Israel Zangwill are from the Jewish 
Chronicle. From the Young Judaean are taken "Palestine" and "In 
the land of Our Fathers." The poems of Israel Goldberg are also 
from the Maccabean. Mr. Segal's poems are adapted from the Book 
of Pain-Struggle which, it is the hope of the writer, will soon be- 
comes more than a name to the American Jewish reading public. 
My own poems and translations with the exception of "Wander- 
ing" which appeared in the Ark made their initial appearance 
in the Maccabean. .. .Concerning my translation of "The 
City of Slaughter" I want to add that had I known from the start 
that Miss Helena Frank had already labored successfully in that 
fieid I would never have undertaken it. But I became aware of 
the existance of Miss Frank's translation only after mine was 
already in press. In correcting my own, I have here and there 
made use of the older translation. 

I hope that this collection, containing, as it does, the remarkable 
poems of Hyman Segal and Jessie E. Sampter, will result in the 
realization that here in America, Zionism is a living movement the 
substance of which is of the very purest rock of human emotion. 
May the free Jewry of America follow soon in the paths on which 
these torch-bearers of the new dawn in Jewish life have shed the light 
of their genius. 

Samuel Roth 
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